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Nae thought, nae view, nae scheme o' living
Nae cares tae gie us joy or grievin':
But just die pouchie put the nieve in,

An' while ought's there.
Then,, hiltie, skiltie, we gae scrievin',

An5 fash nae mair.

Leeze me on rhyme ! It's aye a treasure,
My chief, amaist my only pleasure5
At hame, a-fiel', at wark or leisure,

The Muse, poor hizzie!
Tho' rough an' raploch be her measure,

She's seldom lazy.

Hand tae the Muse, my dainty Davie;
The waii' may play you monie a shavie;
But for the Muse, she'll never leave ye,

Tho' e'er sae puir?
Na, even tho' limpin wi' the spavie

Frae door tae door*
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